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"THE 


DUMB MAID: 


yo RE. 


5 Joung Man diu 


But ſhe pretended 1 wy, 


B. it when they both 


Che (hatt er oc a 


The vg jen Trappan d. 


4 Hoca, come, 


lu haf ſbe Was Dumb; 
. Ma Lage-“ 
The Doctors bY: ibs 11 ke 
The Ductor he ſrt hows ongue on the Run, 


er will have done. 


ed, Dum, um. dum. 


Toa new tune ts 


bands were ty d,. 
ewite with her try'd; 


OR, 1 would. 1 517 zn m) CW ConMITey. 


LT you that paſs along, 
BIve car unte mp Song, 
Concerning d Nauti 
that was pang, paung, F 
And of a Baden kair, 
Few with her m ght confpare, 
Bur alack, and alas, :: ; 
was Dumb, duets Sk 


She was beantious, freſh, and ga) 1 
Tine the nlealant flowers! in Man, 
And her Cheeks was as round 

ag a Plum, p:um, p um: 
She was neat in everp part, 
And ſhe ſtole amap his heart, 


But alack, and alas, ihe 
was Dumb, dumb, dumb. 


At length this Country Blade, 
WMedded his pꝛety Maid, Z 
And he kindip Conduacd 

ber home, tome, home: 
Thus in ger Beauty beight, 
Lap ail his whole Delight, 


SUL aack, and alas, the _ 
was D Dumb, dumb, dumb. 


Pom will J plainly ſhow 
Wyat wert this Waid conid do 
Which a patcen map be, 

fo: girig poung, young, poun 
O ſhe "bott bay and night, 
In working took delight, 
Bur alacx, and alas, me 

vas dun, dumb, dumb. 


She cou'd Bꝛew & ſhe could bake, 


She could waſh, wing, and ſhake, | 


She conld {weep the Poule. 
with a Bꝛoom, bꝛoom, boom; 


She cou'd Knit and Sow, & Spin, 


And do any ſuch like thing, 
But alack, and alas, ſhe 


was dumb, dumb, dumbd. 
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But at laſt this man did go 
The Doctoꝛs 8kii to know, 
Saping, Dir tan pou tue 


6 W:man of the Dumb: 


ir is the caſieſt part 
That belongs unto mp art, 
Foꝛ ta ture a Woman, 

of the dumb, dumb, dumb. 


To the Doct?? he did her bꝛing, 
And he cut her chate:ing ſtring, 
And he let hex Tongue cn 
the run, run, run: 
n the moming he did riſe, 


nd ſhe filld his houle wit cries, 
And ſhe vurtled in tis with 4 


Like a drum, drum, drum. 


Co the Dactoꝛ he did go, 


with his heart well fi 2 with woe, 


Crping Docto? I am 

und one, done, done: 
Now ſhe's turn d a ſcol ding Wife, 
And J am weary of my Tite, 
No2 J tanno make her hola 
Her tongue, tongue, tongue. 


Dottoꝛ thus did ſay, 
n ſhe went from we away, 
She mas perfect!” Cured of 
the dumb, dam“), dumb. 
But i: bepond tir Art oi man, 
Let him do the beſt he can, 
Fo? to mike a ſcolding Woman 
hold her tongue, tongue, tongue 


So as you. to me came, 
Keturn pou back again, 
And take pon the Opl, 
. Haze ſtrong: 
it anoint her body round; 

mhenthe makes the houſe to ſound: 
So perhaps you mapcharm 

er tongue, tongue, tongue, 
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